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T H E F L A M I N G O
JOSEPH HENRY
1797-1878 )
Born at Albany, N. Y., where
he became teacher of mathe-
matics and physics in Albany
Academy. Leading American
physicist of his time. First
director of the Smithsonian
Institution.
The work that was begun
by pioneers like Joseph
Henry is being carried on
by the scientists in the Re-
search Laboratories of the
General Electric Company.
Theyare constantly search-
ing for fundamental prin-
ciples in order that electric-
ity may be of greater
service to mankind.
When Henry
rang the bell
If any bell was ever heard around the
world, Joseph Henry rang it in his
famous experiment at the Albany
Academy. The amazing development
of the electrical industry traces back
to this schoolmaster's coil of insulated
wire and his electro-magnet that lifted
a ton of iron.
Four *y ears later when Morse used
Henry's electro-magnet to invent the
telegraph, Henry congratulated him
warmly and unselfishly.
The principle of Henry's coil of wire is
utilized by the General Electric Com-
pany in motors and generators that
light cities, drive railroad trains, do
away with household drudgery and
perform the work of millions of men.
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SYNOPSIS OF FIRST CHAPTER
"LOVE ALL"
Heywood, the conservative New
England suburbs is waked one day by
a double shock. The young Congre-
gational minister, Eustace Upton, pub-
licly accuses the members of a power-
ful secret organization of the city—
known as "Motley"— of leading un-
worthy lives and of deliberately work-
ing against civic betterment of Hey-
wood. The challenge is promptly
taken up by the forces of Motley, of
which Miriam Gardiner is leader, and
a sealed warning is sent to all the min-
isters involved in a cooperative revival
which is to be launched that same
week. To date no hostile move has
been made by the opposition, but Up-
ton, after observing the phenomenal
success of the first three meetings is
shrewdly watching for a swift change.
Coincidence or not, a very rea-
sonable basis for his dread was
furnished at the next meeting.
The house was just as full, the
speaker just as gifted, his mes-
sage just as earnest and appeal-
ing. Yet from the first something
went wrong. It was indefinable
but it was there—very obviously
m the atmosphere—a false, or a
missing note. As usual at the end
°f the address the meeting was
thrown open for a fifteen-minute
forum. But instead of the cus-
tomary testimonials, brief, numer-
ous, and helpful because of their
unmistakable sincerity—the one
Peculiar feature that had made of
the revival an individual and per-
sonal thing—instead of this there
Developed a spirit of contention.
Before the third speaker had fair-
> said his say another was on his
e^t and, in the course of a two-
H KU tu ackn°wledgement of the
^ebt he owed the revival for re-
newing his faith, etc., this latter
LOVE ALL
subtly managed to undermine
every basic fact in the testimony
of his predecessor. Between and
around them the audience gradu-
ally took sides (almost, it seemed
to Upton, as if by prearrange-
ment). Very sportsmanlike and
well-bred they were, to be sure,
in their attacks but before they
had finished they had hopelessly
muddled the real purport of the
speaker's message none the less.
Mr. Aldernay was crushed by
it. He was an extraordinarily
gifted and brilliant preacher—be-
yond the measure even of Upton
—but sensitive and conscientious
to a fault. Even the hearty pro-
tests of his fellow-clergymen
failed to reassure him. He was
"not a whit to blame," he was
the "best talker among them"—
as in truth he was—"it was a
planned coup" etc., but it required
another week of forums like the
one through which he himself had
suffered to convince his con-
science that he was not to blame.
From that time on the stage
seemed hopelessly set for failure.
The first restrained forensic
wrangle brought others at its
heels, less restrained and—
too often far from forensic.
Night after night the strife went
on, night after night the speaker
exerted himself in vain to quell
it. He might do his utmost,—in-
dict, appeal, challenge, and rea-
son with arguments and an elo-
quence calculated to convince the
coldest intellectual before him.
His audience usually applauded
vigorously and sincerely. Yet
try as he might to prevent it, when
once he had opened the forum his
message was sure to be lost in a
trackless quagmire of controver-
sial atmosphere. For in attempt-
ing to maintain this at a consist-
ently low degree different moder-
ators met with differing success.
And day after day six exasperat-
ed clergymen met in a forum of
their own to seek a remedy if not
a cure for their ailing campaign.
Upton was openly furious. He
knew more of the moving power
and contributing causes behind
this blockade than any of the oth-
ers. He had had a glimpse, at
least, of the inner machinery
working to construct it, for he
had received an illuminating and
very personal postscript to his of-
ficial warning that had hinted at
much. And by a deftly non-
commital process of comparison
he had assured himself that he
was the only one so favored. Yet
a strange hesitancy made him re-
luctant to tell all he knew,
though he was faithful enough in
relating every detail that might
be of consequence. So his fellow
workers—who were all consider-
ably older than he and fond of re-
ferring to him affectionately in
his absence as "that boy Upton"
—laid his implacable anger to the
charge of his greater youth and
to an accident of temperament.
To this cause, too, rather than to
his extraordinary gifts of intel-
lect, they preferred to ascribe the
peculiar pertinacity with which
he had been singled out as target
for the choicest barbs of the op-
position. Motley's whims were
proverbial.
So the deadlock continued, with
Upton chafed to the raw at this
obstinate blocking of a long-cher-
ished dream, so near its realiza-
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tion. Nor did it help in the least
to pacify his mind that he began
by freaks of chance continually
to encounter Miriam Gardiner.
They were the merest trifles,—a
nod from a passing car, a sudden
eye-to-eye challenge through the
dividing crowd, a brief greeting
at a turn of the street, a quick
apology followed by mutual re-
cognition when they were jostled
against the same counter. Tri-
fles, yet they served to bring her
repeatedly to his attention, and
forced him constantly to readjust
his impression of her.
It was a readjustment of pro-
portion rather than of essential
character, but it maddened him
none the less. Quite unconscious-
ly he had divined her propensities
with uncanny exactness on the
occasion of her visit to the manse.
To what extremes and in what
unexpected directions they would
carry her, however, he hesitated
to predict. Had he been less can-
did in his appraisal of her, or more
introspective (and therefore more
conceited) himself, he might have
suspected that she contrived these
encounters deliberately just to
torment him and shake his morale.
For it was evident enough what
they thought of each other, and
the unfailing sang-froid with
which she greeted him whenever
they met might indeed have just-
ified such a conclusion. As it was
his keen faculty for accurate an-
alysis refuted the thought at its
first suggestion while his own
modesty berated him for its ab-
surdity.
Yet as these encounters con-
tinued he found himself anticipat-
ing them with a feeling akin to
pleasure. They gave him an op-
portunity to study his foe first-
hand, and what could be of great-
er value in such an intensive cam-
paign as this? Miriam Gardiner
was to him the Opposition per-
sonified—a master knave among
knavish fools. He convinced
himself that his hatred for her
was the inevitable hatred of pro-
gress for oppression, of forces
spiritual for forces material. To
do him justice he never once
faintly suspected that the inten-
sity of his emotion—a very rage
of hate that made him inwardly
tremble at sight of her and ache
for the chance to crush her and
all she stood for—was in itself a
danger signal. A discerning ob-
server might have remarked that
Upton was predestined to quarrel
with Miriam Gardiner—so long as
they stood on opposite sides of
the fence. She was too extraor-
dinarily like him for it to be oth-
erwise. But if either of them ever
chose to vault the fence, or if cir-
cumstances knocked it down, this
same similarity might effect an
opposite result—or again it might
not. So far the fence was hold-
ing stoutly, and of the two ob-
stinate antagonists Miriam would
be the last to come across.
Yet Upton continued to believe
honestly enough that his attitude
toward her was prompted purely
by judicial wrath, quiet free from
personal rancor. His conduct
whenever he met her was irre-
proachable in its coldly consistent
courtesy. It smacked of magani-
mous pity, and of forgiveness
loftily withheld but abundantly
obtainable upon strict compliance
with the terms of the forgiver. Al-
together it both nettled and
amused Miriam considerably. His
manner, indeed, was convincing
enough—to everyone but himself.
The second week had barely be-
gun when Upton was forced to
acknowledge that in his own eyes
it was only a species of armor,—
a protective mask. And as clays
passed, and he saw Miriam again
and again he also admitted re-
luctantly that she was really beau-
tiful. He had seen her in every
sort of light at all hours of the
day and never yet had his exper-
ienced eye detected a trace of
makeup. For he was no unso-
phisticated puritan. He was
wealthy in his own right, and he
had played the gay young cava-
lier often enough in college to
learn that decency is not neces-
sarily a bar to knowledge.
So he marvelled the more at a
loveliness that went below the
skin and was so unmistakably
genuine. He could not reconcile
it with the headlong pace she was
supposed to set. Yet her notor-
ious life was certainly as much a
reality as her faultless face. And
knowing her recklessness he was
more furious with her for the
enigma. Inwardly he defied her
to solve it.
* ^ H;
He met her early one morning
walking her,horse along a quiet
crossroad on the outskirts of the
North End. It was one of those
rare days when April wakes
laughing, when the dancing sun-
light and the quivering stir of an-
other dawrn cannot but react up-
on anyone who has in his veins
one drop of philosopher's blood.
As he swung along the damp
brown trail, still wet with the
night's rain, Upton's cares slipped
quietly from his shoulders and
somewhere between the highway
and the first turn of the cross road
there came upon him an unthink-
ing peace, a respite that he ac-
cepted with silent gratitude.
He did not at first recognize
the rider approaching him. He
followed her movements musing-
ly, preferring to see her as a part
of the dawn itself, a vivid bit of
youth looking with shining face
and fearless eyes into the east.
The spell would be broken, of
course, when she came nearer, so
with whimsical avoidance he fixed
his eyes on the fine green lace of
a distant elm and walked on down
the road in deeper reverie. Even
had he been disposed to study
the girl more closely it is doubt-
ful if he would have discovered
her identity for a much longer
time. Miriam Gardiner proceed-
ing at any pace slower than a
gallop was an unheard of thing.
She might have ridden him
down where he stood, lost in
thought in the middle of a nar-
row stone bridge. He looked up,
startled to find himself squarely
in her path, too confused to utter
a word. He was wondering dully
why she didn't ride around him
to the right when, suddenly smil-
ing, she spoke:
"Have I your permission to
pass, Sir Tollkeeper?"
It was Miriam — Gardiner. (He
had been slipping too easily of
late into thinking of her simply
as Miriam.) Instantly his fogged
wits were sharp for combat.
"Certainly, if you pay the toll
in my currency." And yielding
to an insane impulse he stretched
out both arms, barring the way.
"Then I must needs make my
own bridge," she answered with a
challenging laugh, and wheeling
her horse plunged down a steep
bank into the stream.
"Don't!" he yelled in horror as
he caught sight of the swollen
water surging under the bridge.
But she was already across, and
galloping her horse up the other
bank with a triumphant whoop.
A panting mount wet to his flanks,
a fleck of mud on one shining
boot—otherwise unscathed !— as
usual. Turning, she rose in her
stirrups to offer him a caricature
of a curtsey.
"Noblesse oblige! I sometimes
'render unto Caesar'—when it
amuses me. But you're not even
Caesar's minion—and you're cer-
tainly not the Other One's!"
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And she was gone at a wild gal-
lop up the road. Upton ques-
tioned the testimony of his own
ears. But even in his fury he had
sense enough to realize that the
sulphurous cloud in which her
horse was enveloped and the elev-
en, fire-spitting hoofs that
emerged therefrom were products
of his own unbalanced imagina-
tion.
Miriam an- athlete (he had sus-
pected it before)—that explained
some things, of course, but left
the enigma still unsolved. For
after all it was chiefly an enigma
of personality. Perhaps Miriam
walking her horse was a likelier
clue.
On Sunday evening the dead-
lock of the previous week was
suddenly broken and the contro-
versy rushed to a climax. Regu-
lar services had been held in all
the churches that morning as usu-
al, but by mutual consent the eve-
ning meetings were omitted and
the congregation's invited to at-
tend the mass meeting at the op-
era house instead.
The service started auspicious-
ly enough. The address was un-
usually stirring, the congregation-
al singing exceptionally spirited.
And at the end lest the beautiful
dignity of it all be marred, the
usual forum was omitted. In-
stead, during the next quarter-
hour the boys choir of Trinity
Chapel sang an aria from the
"Messiah." Then with the clos-
ing notes of the chant while the
speaker's hands were still raised
in benediction, the bomb broke.
An usher, hurrying toward the
platform, handed the bishop a
sealed envelope with the whis-
pered request that it be opened at
once. It was addressed to him-
self, and the communication in-
side was prefaced by an imper-
ious demand that it be read be-
fore the assemblage. Glancing at
the body of the communication
he saw that it was a petition fol-
lowed by some five hundred sig-
natures no less than fifty of which
belonged to members of his own
church. It requested that the
meeting be thrown open immed-
iately for a half hour forum.
Yielding to the inevitable he read
it aloud—it was very short-—with
a dull resignation in his voice, and
announced at the end that the
meeting was now open for dis-
cussion.
Instantly six men in various
parts of the house were on their
(Continued on page 11)
A PLEA
Come, my beloved, come apart
and muse,
Yet not too high nor f a r ;
But where the wide green case-
ment of the trees
Looks on one star.
The young moon dreams low on
the twilight hills,
Forgetting heaven wide;
So would I have thee, thinking
naught but love,
Stay by my side.
D U ——
THE HEARTH
I like to sit before the crackling
fire
As howling winds roar loud in
maddened clash,
And great trees groan before the
furious lash ;
There I cast care upon the blazing
pyre.
My heart and soul find comfort in
the flame,
My eyes half-closed in retrospec-
tive bulr
See pictures in the twisting
wreathes of smoke,
The sparks and shifting logs. Life
seems the same
As years ago, when I began with
Her.
The rapid changing scenes of
memory choke
My longing heart. I start—and
there behold
A heap of smouldering ashes,—
gray and cold.
' ' —G. W.
OCTOBER
Blue, blue, all blue
That painted bowl the sky,
Frail as an angel's goblet.
It would break if those soft wads
of cotton clouds
Should touch it.
Bright, bright, blinding bright
The shimmering gold
Of powdered sunlight.
Nowhere is the sleepy haze of
Indolent September, the dream-
ing
Spirit incense of the woods
Still drugged with summer.
Flashing and scintillating colors
Clear and keen as the far halloo
Of a hunter's horn high on an
Alpine upland,
October rides in gaily streaming
rags,
A boisterous gypsy.
E. T.
D U
Who knows the path of the but-
terfly,
Of arabbit in the glade,
Wher the rainbows ends and the
sun descends,
He knows the heart of a maid.
RAINDROPS FALLING ON
GRASSBLADES
Raindrops falling on grassblades,
Raindrops falling on dust.
Shadows, olive dark, are tremb-
ling, swaying
Of dryads in trees ever singin,
playing
While a woodthrush sings as in
time of maying;
Creep to the warm house,
Creep to the bright house
Then if you must,
But remember in going
You will never be knowing
Of- raindrops falling on grass
blades,
Raindrops falling on dust.
I. K.
D U
MY WISH
I cannot look at you but I must
love you,
The hopeless riddle of your eyes
The rebel tilt
Of head so wonderful wise
With angel thoughts, that lift
your soul above you.
I canot stay from you but straight
I need you.
My longing is a two-edged
sword
Hid to the hilt
Within my heart the treacher-
ous cord
Of love would bind the sacrifice
that freed you.
I cannot think of you but I am
praying:
"Oh Great Physician, heal her
wound!
Then, if thou wilt,
Make from its scars an armor
sound,
To shield her in the hour of Life's
betraying." E. V. E.
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REVERSES
Oh, a bonny bonny lass is Mary,
Gay Mary;
A bonny bonny lass but wary,
So wary!
Love to her's a trite old jest,
Fit for laughter when 'tis dressed
Like a fool whose stripes at best
Ever vary.
Oh, a cruel cruel wretch is Mary,
Cold Mary!
A cruel cruel wretch and chary,
So chary.
Fire she kindles where she will;
Heals her hurt by others' ill;
Burns them, yet's too cruel to kill,
Flitting, airy.
Oh, a lovely lovely lass is Mary,
My Mary!
A lovely lovely, gentle fairy,
Sweet fairy.
Love walked blindfold by her
side,—
Ere she knew her hands were tied.
Loose them?—-Mary never tried,
Lovely Mary!
—V.
D U
THE TIDE OF THE FALL
The tide of the Fall ripples over
these days,
And leaves in its wake new won-
der of ways ;
Of the locust's whir, and no bee's
hum,
Of red roses gone, and blue asters
come,
And the- foam of tide, the chrys-
anthemum.
Of drowsy silence, drunk with
the sunlight,
Mellow ' stains on languid
mouth,
Breathing soft the scent of sun-
Stolen from the sleeping South.
The tide of the Fall sweeps over
the land
And covers the green as the sea
does the sand ;
It drenches with color the dream-
ing trees,
And whirls on its crest their
startled leaves,
And ousts the swallows from their
nesting eaves.
While awakened Silence, drunk
with sunlight,
Wipes mellow stain from languid
mouth,
And longing still for more sun-
light,
Slips downward to the sleeping
South.
I. K.
D U
In the verses below, words are
used not for their meaning, but for
their sound only. The result is
interesting, but it is hoped that
this new fad will not—well, how
does it strike you?
D u
NIGHT ON SUGARLOAF
Three knoll anvils,
Rivers on rivers on embers.
Preen orphan melons would the
laurel aid?
Name a high name high,
Over and over and under.
Wing a leary mignonette with a
blue, a new blue
New, a perhaps and a will trill;
A furry dream olive.
D U
LICKING LAUNDRY
Fishy effervescent gongs are such
things.
Beggar these fences with a plump,
huffy rush,
Stop a bubble, a thirty third hash
and a that, that fish.
D u
CHANT D'AVRIL
Come a little nougatine,
Will the further rice?
Sing a velvet yellow how
Like a little than,
Like a little than.
Are the merry sepulchres?
Was the hardly wet?
Sip the tender cinnamon
Writh misty fragrant tunes,
With misty fragrant tunes.
IRONY
I found myself along a shadowed
walk,
Screened from the glare of day,
So cool, and dim, and silent that
I said:
"I shall come home this way."
I turned along a dusty street to
help
A lad with heavy load;
When I came back 'twas night
and chill and tired
I took the nearest road.
E. V. E.
D U
POEM
As I lie in bed watching the
moon's cold silver
Trickle like water through the
elm tree's branches,
I am wondering if you miss me,
mother,
And if your heart, tonight, is
very lonely.
Hark, I hear you singing to me,
And your voice is tear-filled.
Why are you sad, oh little mother
heart?
Why do you weep, beloved, in
the darkness?
—Virginia E. Follin.
D U
TO YOUR PICTURE
I.
Dear boy, upon my dresser glass,
Where, every single time I pass,
I see your old familiar smile,
Your darling patent leather hair,
Your big brown eyes,—it isn't fair
To tantalize me all the while.
II.
Whene'er I stop to dust my nose
Before my mirror,—how it grows,
That lonesome feeling, bit by bit,
To see you there, so gay and free,
And sassy,—winking back at me
As if you didn't care a whit!
III.
I wonder where you are tonight,
And what you're doing as I write
These lines. Ah picture mine, you
laugh,
You're out with someone else, 'tis
plain,
Perhaps your arm's about the
Jane,
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You hateful thing, and that's not
half!
IV.
And do you whisper in her ear
Those words that once to me
were dear,
Sweet names and phrases to
beguile?
I'd like to turn you to the wall,
You fickle wretch,—but darn it
all,
You know I won't,—that's why
you smile ! V. F.
D U
DESIRE
As I lay prostrate 'neath the open
sky,
My eyes wide open staring to-
ward the heights,
The cool, soft-stirring breezes
bathe my brow;
Ambitious purpose — youthful
dreams leap high,
And fancy's castles gleam with
heaven's own lights.
Would I might live in rapture
e'er, as now!
I leap upon my feet, my arms
unflung,
My face is earnest—-eager—eyes
a-light,
From deep within a cry springs
to my lips,—
A cry that from my passioned soul
is wrung—
That challenges the sentinels of
night—
Electric—thrills me to my finger-
tips!
How weak—how finite are the
gifts of man!
'Twas ever vain for mortals to
aspire
To greater powers. How frail
our human sight!
Thou, Moon, hast watched the
world since time began.
Would I wert thou—or yonder
point of fire,
THEN I COULD SEE WHO'S
KISSING PEG TONIGHT!
—G. W.
LOVE ALL (Cont. from page 9)
feet with an almost simultaneous
"Mr. Moderator!"—and the bat-
tle royal was on. For more than
an hour it raged, the forces of the
opposition steadily gaining, gain-
ing, and the chair and the loyal
reformists alike helpless to stop
or even to withstand them. There
were reverses and speedy re-
trenchments on both sides but
never retreat, until suddenly, by a
subtle coup the opposition had
turned the tables on their antag-
onists and pinned the latter be-
neath the supports of their own
arguments.' Sick at heart the
bishop saw one after another of
his trusted supporters turn turtle
or back, fighting against a flimsy
wall of sophistry that collapsed
even in the moment they leaned
toward it for support. And from
his corner Upton watched with
mounting fury his firmest and
most loyal followers flayed and
vanquished unmercifully. Had
they all turned traitors—or fools
—not to see the traps that were
constantly being baited for them ?
No, not quite all. A valiant rem-
nant fought bravely and cleverly
enough, but they were hopelessly
overwhelmed—not in maneuvers
but by sheer force of numbers.
At three minutes of eleven the
palm was irretrievably in the
hands of the opposition, and the
startled moderator called "time"
just soon enough to prevent a
riot.
For the next three days the lo-
cal papers raved—heaping dia-
tribe upon the opposition or cav-
iling at the reformists according
to their individual temper. But
from the opposition itself there
was not another move. The "rol-
ling ball" described its last and
wildest zigzag on Monday night
of the second week. And by Tues-
day morning a check for $35,000
—signed simply "Motley"—in the
hands of the Associated Chari-
ties had served to erase from
many people's memories the ru-
mors of a few "trifling indiscre-
tions."
Gradually as the last straggling
aftershots from the battle ceased,
some of the old inspirational at-
mosphere of the earlier meetings
returned. It seemed almost that
the spirit of the first three nights
had been recaptured. Palm Sun-
day came, and with it the last
meeting of the campaign. In the
sincerity and reverence of its
spirit, the beauty and dignity of
the service it was an ending that
inspired by the endless vista of
hope it opened up. Audience and
speaker had come back into the
old, friendly attitude of mutual
humility and helpfulness. Late
that evening six clergymen turned
back to their homes from the
darkened theater with the know-
ledge that in the end they had
wrested unhoped-for victory from
the bitterest defeat. Only partial
victory, to be sure, yet a thor-
ough-going conquest as far as it
extended. On Easter morning
scores of converts, who had al-
ready applied for membership,
would throng every church in
town, finding their way at last,
with -newly-opened eyes, into the
way of life.
The week that intervened was
quiet with the hush of the last
few days of Lent. Heywood, shut
in by fogs, sodden with rain,
glazed suddenly with sleet, went
picking its way with fretful care,
coat-tails held high, dubiously
glad for the close of the long, dull
season. With well-bred apprecia-
tion the church-people mutually
congratulated one another and
their pastors for the "splendid
success" of the revival—and went
on their way again feeling sanc-
tified and secretly a little relieved
at the breaking of the tension.
They were well-stocked, now,
(Continued on page 15)
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A REAL GOOD TEAM
The game with Hillsdale last Saturday, with its
comforable 12 to 6 score, showed us that we have
a real good team, a dependable team, a steady team;
and above all, a real team, not just a bunch of play-
ers individually starring or flunking. And what
more could we want? Football is a team game;
end a school that depends for victory upon a few
outstanding men, usually sees its team blow up
when those men get unsteady or are disabled. The
enemy's offensive breaks through the weaker men,
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the stronger go up in the air, and the result is a
mess. But a team of evenly sound men, working
together without gallery-play, is steady in defense,
O HENRY
Had to begin somehow, and the only reason why
he didn't begin on the Flamingo staff was because
he didn't come to Denison. As it was, he started
under a big handicap—but look where he landed!
That is an example of how a man can conquer
in spite of difficulties. But that which he has done
can be duplicated—yes, and surpassed by anyone
with the requisite pluckiness. (And discretion as
to whom to pluck.) Why, George Eliot was but a
poor, humble, unknown lad when he wrote his "Silas
Marner;" and by a judicious use of pull, thru his
brother-in-law who was president of the school
board, hundreds of thousands of copies have been
sold to high school students. We bought one our-
self for "outside reading." It was outside, too; that
is, outside our usual range of reading-matter. And it
can stay there. Who said that the door of opportun-
ty was marked "Push?" Nonsense! Walk around
to the other side and you will see it inscribed "Pull."
Literary success, then, is attained through pull.
But, you can't just run out into the street and pull
the first thing that comes along; you may get pulled
yourself if you try it. You've got to have some-
thing- to pull ; you'll get no more results from just
going through the motions of pulling, with nothing
to pull on, than you do from shadows-petting. Now
here's the place where the Filthy Fowl gives you
a tip; and he'll begin, after the classic chapel style,
a long way from the point.
The natives of Great Britain, (just south of the
Shetland Islands,) have a phrase, "to pull one's
leg," which has much the same significance as our
united in attack, dependable.
Such a gridiron squad Denison is proud to dis-
play. Back it up!
term "kidding," or, "to kid." The tip the fowl
gives ydu is this— what to pull? Why, pull the
Public's leg ! Sh ! Don't tell anybody, now !
The dear, wise, Public likes to have it's leg pulled ;
and the bigger the yank, the better it likes it. Frin-
stance , Ibanneryez, or something like that, wrote
a 798 page book and got some reviewers to throw a
line about it, so a lot of people bought it. But when
the Public buys a book, it wants to talk about it,
and the Public couldn't bear to wade thru all 987
pages of the stuff just for that, so it let it drop.
But then Ibanneryou— or yez— showed his genius.
He had the thing done into a movie, and fame was
his. How? The Public bought the book, put it in
a conspicious place on the center table, went to the
movie, came back, and talked about the book.
S'perfectly simple.
Now, the Flamingo gives you a chance to pull
the dear Public's leg to your heart's content. What's
your grudge? The profs? All right, write it down
and let's have it. The women ? Go easy, Kid, you'll
most likely get over it, but if you must— drop it in
the postoffice and we'll share your woes,— and woos-
Art or literature, serious or comic, start now to strut
your stuff. Others have succeeded, YOU can!
Pull, brothers, pull !
In spite of the Chaplain's talk about the school
for convicts in the State Penitentiary, we refuse
to enroll, unless we can take a correspondence
course.
Wre confess to great interest in the Japanese
"Hatu" form of verse. Wouldn't it be fine if the
style could be adopted over here; with the suggest-
ion that, instead of being composed of three lines,
two of which are suppressed, it be changed to
three lines, of which three are suppressed.
"Hey!" yelled the Baggage-
master into the baggage room,
"Cut out throwin' them trunks
trunks around like that!"
The nervous traveler thanked
him.
"That' all right," replied the
Baggage-master, "I never let 'em
heave 'em around like that in
there—why, they'd tear the life
outa that floor!"
It was a bright October morn,
Deep blue the cloudless sky;
Snapping with life the very air
As I climbed swift and high.
On ilka tree there trilled a bird,
His merry morning matin;
My conscience echoed to his
song:—
"You haven't done your Latin !"
Knowing that it would come
out anyway, as soon as his father
came home Tommy rushed to tell
him,
"Father, I had a fight with Per-
cy Vail this afternoon."
"Yes," replied his father sol-
emnly, "His father was just speak,
ing to me about it."
"Well, Dad, I hope you came
out as well as I did!"
T H E F L A M I N G O
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"And then the fun began"— a
line buck for plenty gain, Mike
carrying the ball, Hundley mak-
ing a hole.
"When an irrestible force meets
an immovable object"—no gain,
but all kinds of action.
Hillsdale tries to punt out of
danger in the last quarter. Get-
tings, fullback, is reaching out
for the ball, which is in the air
above the crouching player in
front of him. Gettings was rush-
ed and the attempt failed.
Mike Miller punts in the mid-
dle of the third quarter. Note
the perfect interference given him
bv the rest of the team.
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with religion and could hence-
forth stray, ever so little, from
the narrow path with salved con-
sciences—until the next revival.
Only to Upton, who had been
so prominent in bringing it about,
the glorious victory of the past
fortnight was tasteless. He knew,
as no one else did, who had really
been the instrument of victory,
and he writhed at the thought. It
rose to confront him—a grinning
ghost—whenever an enthusiastic
parishioner met him by chance on
the street and stopped to con-
gratulate him afresh. This was
happening every day now—try as
he might, desperately but unob-
trusively, to prevent it. And each
time the malevolent voice cooed
in his ear:
"Hypocrite! Hypocrite!"
Again and again he wondered
why she had done it—why, with
victory gained and guns still load-
ed to destroy what they had al-
ready demolished, she had chosen
instead to withdraw. Not hon-
or, surely?—not the respect of
the feller for the fallen who still
struggles to regain his feet? An-
other evening, another forum but
the shadow of Sunday's, and the
revival had been hopelessly
smashed. She might easily have
done it, he had expected her to do
it—why, then, had she refrained?
Was it perhaps because another
plot was even in the making,—al-
ready made—more insidious, more
fiendish, farther-reaching? Yet
the week slipped along without a
sign.
Upton's nerves grew taut with
the strain. Always a faithful
steward, at this busy season he
went about his numerous duties
more ceaselessly than ever. But
for once his heart was not in his
work. The old joy in it had fal-
len away. Perhaps in the end
this was for the best—perhaps
this further displacement of self
served _ only to let the di-
vine will and spirit operate more
completely through him. But for
himself alone, the man apart from
the minister, he knew, as never
before, the meaning of the words
"Stern Duty, daughter of the
voice of God."
* * *
On Friday afternoon Upton
was waiting in the rear of a book
shop for a copy of a certain rare
biography which he had previous-
ly ordered. It was nearly four
o clock; the shop, which was long
and narrow, faced east, and had
arrived at that particular stage of
dimness when the proprietor still
hesitates to turn on the lights yet
must look a little closely to read
the titles on his books. Just now
old Harvey had gone back to his
store room to unpack Upton's or-
der, and the young minister, while
waiting, stood reading an old
book of ballads, picked up at
random to while away the time
and afford, perhaps, some mild
amusement. (Old Harvey was
notoriously slow, and beautifully
discriminating.) It opened of it-
self to the "i<ime" of a certain
"Ladye Merieyem" and almost at
once his eye fell on the endless
refrain:
"Fereless and fayre and frae she
would not yield,
"Save to that knyght whose true-
love were hys shieyld."
And raising his eyes suddenly
from the page he saw Miriam
Gardiner's just beyond it looking
steadily at him.
How long it was that he stood
thus, motionless, searching the
unreadable depths of those eyes,
he never knew,—nor when it was
that his own gaze finally fell. But
somehow he became aware by de-
grees that her hand was out-
stretched—ever so slightly, yet
unmistakably—toward him, and
that his own was strangely en-
cumbered with a hat. Mechanical-
ly, hesitatingly, he took her hand,
understanding not at all. And in-
stantly something waked far
within him, something that had
always slept before. He found
himself very much alive, caring
nothing for explanations, forget-
ting everything but the touch of
that hand within his own until at
last Miriam drew it very quickly
from his clasp. Then the old ob-
scurity fell on him again, the old
matter-of-fact urbanity. He was
secretly relieved to realize that
only a quarter of a minute could
have passed since he had first seen
her. Yet strangely enough this
new self was disgusted with him
for welcoming the relief so eager-
ly.
She was speaking at last.
"Congratulations, most valiant
foe ! 'Twas a pretty tilt, forsooth,
—one I would gladly join again.
For of a truth thou art a right
doughty man-at-arms."
She was chaffing, of course, in
the approved style. Only now, in
her hands, the joke had become
a sharp probe turned in an open
wound. Yet even as he winced
he knew in his heart that deliber-
ate torture was the farthest thing
from her thoughts. She must
have divined the hurt in the shad-
ow on his face, for her own sob-
ered instantly.
"Really, Dr. Upton, you are the
most formidable opposition I have
ever encountered. It's a joy to
cross swords with you. Please
don't think I'm boasting, or gloat-
ing when I say that this is the
first combat I've ever really tak-
en pleasure in—because I couldn't
win it easily. If this is another
laurel, take it rnd wear it with
my heartiest well-wishes,—it was
hard work to keep the score tied '."
"Thank you, Miss Gardiner, for
the frank admission. It makes up
for a number of losses, including
a loss of—shall we say 'under-
standing'—of the motives of a foe
who retreats from the field with
guns still loaded."
Upton stopped abruptly, in
sheer amazement at the cynical
hardness of his own voice, at its
treachery in baring his most care-
fully hidden thought. But the
mischief was done now, and from
the medley of emotions reflected
in Miriam's face he could glean
the questionable satisfaction of
knowing that he had astounded
her. It was the last thing she
had expected—that damaging
truth from his own lips.
"But you don't understand at
all, Dr. Upton! They weren't
loaded—not as you mean, not
with ammunition you know any-
thing about. Those shots were
never intended for the Heywood
revival. If you hadn't attacked
us first we'd have been alongside
of you on the firring line,—as
your allies against the real op-
position I don't believe you un-
derstand yet the full measure of
its organized strength and wick-
edness. But as it was, you seemed
to prefer civil war, so we were
forced to conduct a double cam-
paign, though I'm heartily sorry
for Motley's part in it."
"So ! WE preferred — civil
war! How DARE you say that?
What possible common interest
or compromise,—let alone ally-
ment—could there ever be be-
tween an evangelical league of
churches and such an organiza-
tion as Motley, whose chief busi-
ness seems to be a wholly un-
warranted and despotic interfer-
ence in affairs which in no slight-
est way concern it?"
Upton was white with anger.
But for the first time in their ac-
quaintance Miriam seemed un-
(Continued on page 21)
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"Well, honey!" chirped the re-
cent groom to the occupant of the
frilled apron, "And what is it
now? Bread, or cake?"
She lifted a tremulous dimpled
chin, and sobbed, "I don't know!
It isn' finished yet."
D U
Religious Fanatic, to his erring
son—"Don't you believe in Hell?"
Wayward Son—"Sure! Aint I
catchin' it all the time?"
_^.____ Q I] ._
"The doctor told me to drink
hot water thirty minutes before
each meal."
"Yes."
"But it's awfully hard work to
drink hot water for thirty min-
utes."
D U
"Who's that fish?"
"Sardine."
D U
Judge—"Your wife charges
hat you broke a chair over her
head."
Defendant—"It was an accident
your honor."
Judge—"An accident!"
Defendant—"Yes, your honor.
I had no intention of breaking the
chair."
D U
"If you refuse me," he swore,
"I shall die."
She refused him; and, sixty
years later, he died.
"Mandy, how come youall
named your boy Demus?"
"Why, dat's a Biblical name,
don' yo' know dat?"
"G'wan! Dey ain' no Demus
in de Bible!"
"Yas, dey is—ain' youall heerd
'bout dat nigger Demus?"
D U
Stranger—"To what do you at-
tribute your long life?"
Oldest Inhabitant—"Wai, I
caint say jest yit; y'see, there's a
couple o' patent medicine firms
abiddin' fer my testimony right
•nnw "no .
D U
This fair maid ^vas intended
the cover,
And, as a Freshman,
The ribbon band was to be
A symbolic green.
But
The editor objected.
They don't come green
Any more.
D U
-for "Jack is such a wonderful
mechanic, even tho he has such
gobs of money—why, he told me
last night that he hasn't paid a
cent for repairs on his Stutz
Wampus Cat."
"Yes? The garage man told me
the same thing this morning."
D U
"Why are you wringing your
hand?"
"I just washed them."
D U
"Wake up, John!" whispered
the minister's wife, "there are
burglars in the house!"
"Well, what of it? Let them
find out their mistake them-
selves."
"So James said that my sing-
ing was heavenly?"
"Well, I suppose he meant that
but what he really said, was that
it was unearthly."
D U
He—"How much for one kiss?"
She—"Say did you ever go in-
to a store and buy a single
match?"
"Would you rather have a lion eat
you or a tiger?"
"Why, I'd rather have him eat the
tiger, of course."
She—"Why, yes, I'll be glad to go
with you! But how did you happen
to ask me?"
He—"Oh, the fellows down at the
house matched pennies for you."
"You naughty boys'. And you won?"
"No, I lost."
'Where did Jack get all his money?"
"He patented an adjustable engage-
ment ring."
"I have a little book in which I
write all my thoughts every night,"
"How long have you been doing it?"
"Three years."
"By now, you must have the first
page pretty well filled."
At the funeral of the wealthy
Mr. Astorbilt Gottrox, a man
wept bitterly.
"Why are you crying?" asked
a reporter, "You are not a relative
of Mr. Gottrox, are you?"
"No," sobbed the mourner,
"that's just it!"
D U
Six Weeks after Commencement
He—"What ar» you crying for
Honey ?"
She—"The mice have eaten up
the last half of that lovely lemon
pie I made yesterday!"
He—"There, there ! Don't cry
over a few little mice."
D u
The lion tamer of the circus
was ill, and his wife volunteered
to do his job for him.
"But can you manage lions?"
the chief of the menagerie asked.
"Didn' my husband manage
them all right?"
"Yes."
"Well, you ought to see the
way I manage him."
D U
"Hello, Jinks! Have you sold
your house yet?"
"WThy, no, Brown ; y'see, I read
the advertisement that the real
estate man wrote about it, and it
seemed so wonderful that I could-
n't bear to part with it."
— D U
"Jones is a hyprocrite !"
"How come?"
"He struts up the Hill at six
twenty-eight with a smile en his
face."
"Now, you must exercise and
eat plain food."
"Yes, doctor, that's just what
I've been thinking ever since I
got your bill."
Prof — "What is the connecting
link between the animal and the
vegetable kingdom?"
Stude— "Hash."
- D U ---
"I'm afraid I'll disagree with
you," said Jonah to the Whale.
"I suppose," replied the whale,
"but it won't be anything to the
way preachers will disagree two
thousand years from now when
they discuss this incident."
- D U -
Kind Gentleman, to tramp—
"How did you get in this fix, my
fr iend? Opportunity knocks once
at every man's door."
Tramp—"Aint never had no
door."
"What's a synonym?"
"A synonym is what you use when
you can't spell the word you think cf
first."
"The. office should seek the
man, you know."
"Yes that's all right," replied
the candidate, "but I gave it
plenty of time and it seemed bash-
ful."
D U
Irate drill sergeant, to the dum-
boy—-"Brown, did you ever drive
a donkey, back on the farm ?"
Brown—"Yes, sir !"
I. D. S.—"What did you say to
him when you wanted him to go
ahead?"
Brown—"Get up !"
I. D. S.-—"Allright. Squad, for-
ward march ! Brown, get up !"
D U
"How was that foreigner who
lectured last night?"
"Fine ! He was so interesting ;
told about how he landed in this
country with only his two strong
arms, and now he has millions!"
"Great Scott! An Octopus!"
D U
The Squire, after the ceremony
"Now, Maria, if your husband
beats you, just tell me and I'll
have him locked up."
Maria—"Thanks, Squire, but
if'n he beats me, you'll have to
come to the hospital to arrest
him."
D U
Voice from the Head of Stairs—
"Dora, ask your young man if he
doesn't think it is getting pretty
near bed-time!"
Dora, after hurried consulta-
tion—"He says it is, Papa, and if
you're sleepy, you'd better go to
bed, by all means."
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Oh dear! I'm in an awful fix,
(I always get "in dutch")
I lost my Sig pin just last night;
Though I don't miss it much,
My Kappa Sig pin I'll begin
To wear, or Phi Belt sword and
shield,
For the hurt of losing that Beta
pin
Has now long since completely
healed.
You see I'm fairly highly rated;
With three Sig Alph pins in a row
My bureau now is decorated,
(Which boy I love best I don't
know)
My roomie wore my Phi Gam pin,
So I gave her the toy one day,
But a Lambda Chi pin took it's
place
Without the least delay.
I've vamped a boy in every "frat,"
And I've sported all their pins;
And now it's time to flip the coins
To see which dear, boy wins.
F. R. '25.
D U
Brown on fishing trip—"Boys,
the boat is sinking! Is there any
one here who can pray?"
Jones, the religious enthusiast—
"I can !"
Brown—"Allright, you pray,
and the rest of us will put on the
life-belts. We're one shy."
A lady named Ethel McDow
My carresses would never allow
She said with a smile,
"You've nothing worthwhile!
I prefer them from those who know
how."
D U
We Study.
(Like!, Like!!')
Columbu crossed the ocean in four-
teen ninety two . . .
Columbus crossed the ocean—
Her eyes, were they brozvn or blue?
Anna virumque cano, Troaie qui
primus ab oris . . .
Anna virumque—
Her name, was it Ann or Doris?
A common error in writing, is the
comma splice . . .
A common error in writing—
Her hair was done up nice.
Marching in company front, guide
on the center platoon . . .
Marching company front—
You know that kind of a moon!
As a result we have 2 AIN -j- 3CO
As a result we have—
Well, anyhow, she said she'd go.
Therefore, rocks with sodic feld-
spars tend to be gray . . .
Therefore, rocks with sodic—
What makes me dream this way?
D u
GO 'WAY, KITTY!
"My dear, I hope you're not ill—
you look so old tonight!"
"I'm quite well, thank you. And
how well you are looking! You've
improved marvelously—why, you look
positively young."
(Inspired by the Following Pro-
found Quotation:
"An old pond, and the sound of
frogs leaping into the water.")
Dedicated to
All and Sundry Officers of S. S. G.
NOTE: There is, of course, no
remotest connection between
these hatus. Each is a complete
and cryptic allegory in itself.
1. A whistle, the whir of feet,
then the slandering silence.
2. Steps, and the sound of a
name through the whispering
dark.
3. Cynical stars blinking dis-
dainfully on another trite ren-
devous.
4. Through trembling thickets
the tell-tale treacherously
thudding.
5. Cold, cold, the raw gleam of
flashlights on grass crackling
with the print of fleeing feet.
6. Sudden a stone bounding
down the startled slope.
7. Night, all alone, and no sound
left to warn it.
D U
Professor—'What are the seven
ages of man?"
Bobbed, in the Front Row—
"I don't know, but women have
one age and stick to it."
T H E F L A M I N G O
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LOVE ALL (Cont. from page 15)
touched by his stinging accusa-
tions. Instead of flaring up, she
turned slowly and answered him
with quiet patience:
That's just what I came to tell
you—if you care to listen. It's
only a little courtesy, of course,
—not at all necessary."
And the minister, stung again
in that most sensitive of all places,
—his chivalrous pride, controlled
himself to retort:
"Certainly, if you wish it. I
am always glad to hear the other
side of any question. I hope I
shall never be afraid of the truth
in any form."
"It doesn't pay to be—does it?
—even when it hurts," said Mir-
iam. And for the first time he de-
tected a note of weariness in her
voice, and saw the unusual white-
ness of her face. "It won't take
long to tell."
Always, after that, whenever
he remembered the incident of
the book shop, Upton charged
his impossible conduct to the evil
magic of the old tomes about him.
With so many mighty, disem-
bodied spirits to take sides against
him, what had he been but a pup-
Pet to move unconsciously at their
^visible bidding?
Yet the spell had certainly been
broken before he left the shop.
For Miriam had laid all her cards
face up on the table. He had had
ample chance to make sure that,
though they might be dirty from
playing, they were not marked.
Furthermore she had made him
an honest offer—an offer to en-
list in the service of his church,
and of all the other churches and
organizations in town that stood
for real progress, a power that
was unparalelled in the extent and
distinction of its resources, per-
sonnel, and influence. She had of-
fered, in short, frankly and
squarely to right-about face.
Listening to the terse story she
told him—a story that both
cleared and incriminated, yet
which she related, frankly and
completely, of her own free will—•
he saw her for the first time as
she really was. The facts them-
selves were a startling revelation
—an illumination that threw an
entirely different light upon the
whimsical folly of Motley, that
accused the accuser and set the
supposed offender free. At times
the tale was lurid almost to the
point of melodrama, but never
sordid or base. And it was
stamped throughout with the gen-
uine seal of truth. Mistakes in
judgment and action were abun-
dant in it, back-slidings, and
deeds of thoughtless cruelty. But
nowhere was the foul villainy of
purpose, the wanton wickedness
with which Motley had been
slandered since time immemorial.
Old and established though it was
its foundations were still firm and
strong, and the order worked si-
lently on towards an aim higher
and more unselfish in the scope
of its ultimate achievement than
the finest visions of his own high-
ly spiritual life. Listening, too,
to her generous offer, he saw for
the first time how heavily the
odds were in his favor—and what
a blind fool he had been. Sight-
less and bereft of hearing, he had
yet worn motley and rung bells
all unconsciously. Nor was his
penance done. Unwitting, he was
still to play the Ace of Fools.
She was speaking to him now,
•—pleading with him as a sports-
man to look the facts in the face,
to accept her only condition,—a
brief, self-respecting but complete
apology—in short to play square
and take a sporting chance.
And he? He had played the
fool instead—turned her down
like a cad, refused point blank to
listen to reason, and finished the
whole sorry business by indicting
T H E F L A M I N G O
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the patrons of the charity ball in
general and all wearers of the
Motley in particular as philan-
thropic hypocrites, who raised
money to uplift the fallen merely
that their own praises might be
lifted the higher and the churches
discomfited thereby. Since they
could no longer be wanton sinners
he must prove them smug Phar-
isees at the very least! No, not
he—it was the voice of a demon
that he heard, gagging him with
his own lips, damning him with a
voice he did not know, even as
he fought to kill it for the lying
devil that it was.
Oh what a fool he had been!
Not because of his pride, either,
stubborn as it was. There was
no man quicker to confess a fault,
once he was convinced of it, than
Eustace Upton. No, it was that
miserable temper of his, that
fierce, relentless rage, suppressed
or speciously argued away thru
all the trying days of the last two
weeks, that had betrayed him in
the crucial hour. Seized, shaken,
and tortured by it, he had given
way at last, too blind to read its
real meaning.
And by that time Miriam's eyes
were burning, the lights were on,
and the last mite of magic had
flopped thru the murky window
on singed and broken wings. Af--
ter that he could remember noth-
ing but her eyes,—looking
straight thru him with the mystic
light of prophecy in their depths,
like the light that transfigured the
face of the ancient seer whose
name she bore. And after a long
silence she spoke.
"You have lost it now—for
good—something you might have
had if you had only known—you
wanted it!"
A pause—and then :
"At last—we're quits ! And
we're going to stay quits."
And then her gaze, thoroughly
human now, came back from the
depths beyond to meet his own.
And her eyes read his heart and
reading, accused him so loudly
that his lips echoed the condem-
nation unconsciously, against his
will. He found himself speaking
hoarsely, in the voice of another
afar off.
"Stubborn fool—am I? Yes—-
you made me that; you—you
taught me a bit—too well!
* * *
Block after block he fled deter-
minedly from that mocking voice,
that called to him in the rain,
whispered in the wind, and struck
up from the pavement with his
steps:
"Fool—fool—stubborn—fool;
"Loved — and — lost — her —
STUBBORN —FOOL!"
At last he faced it, with a mirth-
less laugh.
" 'Stay quits' ?—Never!" he
cried, turning on his heel in pro-
test. "Not if I can help it! I'll
make her forgive me—make her
love me."
Then he stopped with a shock
—realizing for the first time that
she had said nothing.
Finis.
According to the student Instructor
in Zoology, a definite step in efficiency
will be reached when an entomologist
is able to take a long cattle whip, put
a pin in the end of it, spot the but-
terfly on the wing,, impinge him
pierce the label, and pin him in the
collection with one dexterous stroke.
D U
Sweet Thing—"Do you believe
in infant damnation, Professor."
Professor—"Only at night."
D U
"All things come to him who
waits."
It is a saying old.
"All things come to him who
waits."
But generally they're cold.
D U
"Have you got a dromedary?"
"Whatcha mean—a Camel?"
"Naw—a date!"
"Have you subscribed to the Ady-
tum.
"What's that?"
'"The college annual."
''How often does it come out?"
Q II
Tell me, when is a man called old?
At fifty, or sixty, or not so soon?
Ah, child, a man is old indeed,
When he's learned to come in out
of the moon.
DU
Prof, taking exam papers—"Is
there anyone who found these
questions puzzling?"
Student—"The questions were
not, but oh, the answers!"
D U
She had no date, and sat in tears,
Did little Amy Lou.
She had no date, and sat in tears,
That's how she caught the flu.
D U
"What's the idea of the alarm
clock under the pillow? Are you
hard of hearing?"
"No, that's so I can turn the
darn thing off without getting out
of bed."
D U
They urge us to "Say it with
fowers,"
And I'll bet two old-time juleps,
What I say to wonderful Mary
I'll say with pleasure—and tulips.
D u
"Ma, can I go out and play?"
"What? With those holes in
your trousers?"
"Naw, with the kids across the
street."
D U
Oh, it's great to drive in the country
And enjoy the wonderful view!
Oh, it's great to drive in the country,
When the billboards are fresh and
new!
D U
"Who else have you shown
these poems to?" asked the Ed-
itor.
"No one," replied the author.
"Then where did you get that
black eye?"
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CARROLL'S
THE BEST STORE
Smartest of Winter Coats
Dresses - Blouses - Millinery
Gloves, Hosiery, Underthings
New Line of Eaton-Crane & Pikes Stationery
Watermans Fountain Pens
Wahl Eversharp Pencils and Pens
Arrow Shirts and Collars
Victrolas, and New Victor Records
every Friday
Come in and hear the latest "hits"
60-62-64 Hudson Avenue
NEWARK
The COLLEGE HUT
LIGHT LUNCHES
Ice Cream Candy Cigarettes
T H E F L A M I N G O
WALK-OVER Shoes for All Occasions
NEWARK WALK-OVER SHOE STORE OHIO
THE HOME OF
20,000
SAVINGS ACCOUNTS
The Home Building Association Co.
North Third and West Main Sts. Newark, Ohio
T H E F L A M I N G O
GASOLINE, GOODRICH TIRES, VEEDOL, MOBIL,
FREEDOM AND SUPREME AND QUAKER STATE OIL
FOR YOUR FRANKLIN CAR
' ' S e r v i c e " I s O u r M o t t
Corner of Broadway and Cherry Phone 8841
Grove B. Jones, '98, Proprietor
3ame$ K« Morrow
Funeral Director
MOTOR AMBULANCE SERVICE
Mortuary 129 E. Broadway
Phone 8126 Granville, Ohio
It's great to be an athlete,
With a "D" upon your chest;
It's great to be an athlete,
But I much prefer to rest.
"I don' like that girl—she's all the
time talking about herself."
"Well, that's a lot better than talking
about other people."
D u
"Are you unmarried?" asked
the census man.
"Oh, dear me, no!" she blushed,
"I've never been married."
D U
"Are you a regular communi-
cant?" asked the pastor or a man
whom he did not recall having
met before.
"Oh, yes," was the reply, "I
take the 7:15 every morning."
THE LADIES EXCHANGE
Who puts me next to
MINERVA SWEETS
is a friend of mine.
NEW-WAY SHOE REPAIR SHOP
Modern Prices and Quick Service
ERNEST HARSCH
115 North Prospect St.
— go to —
\Vm. E. Miller Hardware Co.
25 So. Park Place
BEAUTIFY YOUR HOME
— with —
Chi-Namel Varnishes and Stains
Velumnia Flat Wall Paint
Alabastine Wall Tints
T H E F L A M I N G O
of Velvet, Felt, Duvetyn-with-Silk
You'll want one good looking- hat for "common"
and another for party wear. Here you'll find a wide
choice of each type—novel, distinctive, moderately
priced.
CHURCH STREET HAT SHOP
15 W. Church St. Newark, Ohio
S. E MORROW & SON
GRANVILLE OHIO
Abbot's Oxfords are the Best
They fit smoothly, do not gap at heel and give full
measure of service.
STETSON, BOSTONIAN, ARCH PRESERVER,
QUEEN QUALITY
SHOES
ABBOTT'S
35 S. Side Square
The R.B. White Lumber Co.
"Famous for Service "
Four Yards in Licking County
Newark, Granville, Buckeye Lake, Utica
BUS FOR HIRE .
Phones 8852—8759
ARROW BUS LINE
GRANVILLEr-NEWARK
Hourly Trips
R. E. THOMAS E. F. REECE
Candy is always
Acceptable
Make your choice
from our line of
Homemade, L,ow-
ney's, Apollo, or
Reymer's Choco-
lates.
BUSY BEE
Geo. Stamas,
Proprietor
Phone 1433
Arcade Newark
"What is a deficit?"
"Why, a deficit is what you've got
when you haven't got as much as you'd
have if you just didn' have anything."
D U
THE COLLEGE PROFESSOR
"Yours is the noblest work, so illy paid . . .
No wonder, then, that you have grown so old,
That all your work is spiritless and dry,
Your overwearied gaze turns sadly cold,
And your dull ears deaf to the melody
Sung by sweet maidens with their tresses gold,
When stars are glittering in the summer sky."
—"From "The Maid of Gloucester."
D U
"Do you know how the rats get in here?"
"Naw."
"Uh-huh."
—Blue Jay.
T H E F L A M I N G O
IRENE
CASTLE
CORHCEIM
EASfflONS
The most bewitching
and charming styles imaginable
Irene Cattle *s own Fashions
In Coats and Dresses
Featuring Dance and Party Frocks
t
Headquarters for Hart Schaffner & Marx
Coats
SERGEANTS
Newark East Side of Square
A WORD TO THE WISE
Agonys—No Roswold, I can never be any more
than a sister to you.
Roswold—All right—kiss brother "Good night."
—-Yellow Jacket.
o u
"Waiter," said a customer after waiting fifteen
minutes for his soup, "have you ever been to the
zoo?"
"No, sir."
'Well, you ought to go. You would enjoy seeing
the turtles whizz past." —Juggler.
D u
ASK THE LAMBDA CHI'S
Aviator—I fooled seventy-five per cent of those
people down there then. They thought we were
going to fall.
Passenger—Yes, and you fooled fifty per cent of
us up here.—Voo Doo.
J.M.JONES
Funeral Director and Embalmer
AMBULANCE SERVICE
204 So. Main St. Phone 8168-8288
Sunset Dairy Farm
Pure wholesome
MILK and CREAM
from clean Tuberculin Tested Jersey Cows.
CALL US
Phone - - 84262
IRA E. PERRY
STAPLE AND FANCY GROCERIES
Phone 8230
T H E F L A M I N G O
ENROLL IN:
W. Main St.
New Classes Every Monday Morning.
Good Positions for Graduates.
Phone 1092
GEORGE E. ALVOID, President
Newark, Ohio
Caseys' Co-Ed Shop
Headquarters for
Haberdashery, Toilet Articles
School Supplies, Stationery
Candy and Cigars
yoa could still operate
*ne Personal Writing Machine
IT'S SO SIMPLE
LEIST & KINGERY
$50
with case
F. J. SIEGLE
For Quality Meats—
At the Right Price
Good Service
Phone 8116 Jones Block 204
DON'T GIVE UP
Waitress, (Hurrying up to customer)—"D'you
wish coffee or tea?"
Customer—"Huh? What's Jewish coffee?"
—The Optimist.
D u
My boy, beware of the baby stare
Because if it's a bluff she knows too much,
And if it's not, she doesn't know enough.
—Sun Dial.
D U
AT THREE O'CLOCK IN THE MORNING
Irate citizen (from his bedroom window)—"Say
you down there; who are you talking to?"
Intoxicated Romeo—"Nobuddy n'perticerler. I'mjesh broadcashtin.' "
—Awgwan
D u
He—"Oh, the girl has her good points allright."
Him—"Yes, all of them have, you either get
stuck with 'em, on 'em, or by 'em, and any one is
about as bad as the other."
Mugwump.
D u
Chances Are He Didn't—A girl in Johannesburg
recently ran for 56 miles. The report doesn't say
whether the man got away or not.
—London Daily News
Party Favors, Invitations a Specialty R. H. MOORE
Our Representative
IN
LEFAX
SUPPLIES
ROBERTS' BARBER SHOP
and
Jean's Beauty Parlour
"FOR THOSE WHO CARE"
Old O. E. Station South Side Broadway
The Pastime Pool Room
Has the Newest and Most Complete Equipment
in Town
A Full Line of Candies, Tobacco and Soft Drinks
WARREN McFADDEN
Proprietor
Grafter & Brashear
5 So. Park Place Newark, Ohio
"WHERE THE BEST IS SOLD"
Kincaid Kimball Clothes
Portis Hats & Caps
Earl & Wilson Collars
Kingly Shirts
Everwear Hosiery
Lewis Underwear
Carl Wyant, Prop.
AGENTS FOR BUICK CAR
Kelly-Springfield, Miller, Fisk, Goodrich
and Lee Puncture Proof Tires and Tubes.
Philadelphia Diamond Grid Batteries.
Phone 8158 Res. 8545
For Quality and Service
CHAS. M. MEARS
The Grocery with Correct Prices
Phone 8137 Granville, O.
30 T H E F L A M I N G O
E. R McCOLLUM
GROCER
Fancy Fruits and
High Grade Eatables
Granville, Ohio
GRANVILLE AND NEWARK
Yellow Bus Line
Busses and Limousine Cars for Special
Trips.
. S. CULJLISON
Phones: 8126, 8283, 8256.
Rufus F. Johnson
Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing
South Side Broadway
Dry Cleaning Done at
CALLENDERS
PHONE 8141
Work Called for and Delivered at the Sem
General Repairing U. S. & Oldfield Tires & Tubes
AUTHORIZED FORD SERVICE STATION
Auto Storage Free Battery Service
Gasoline Oils
Carbon Burning
Garage Phone 8266 Res. Phone 8665
H. E. LAMSON
HARDWARE
HARDWEAR
TRY SOME AND SEE
When in Newark
visit the original
U. S. ARMY
GOODS STORE
CAMPING
EQUIPMENT
:6 S. Second St. Newark, O.
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New Records
Every Week
Victrolas
C. E. WYETH
40 West Main
EFFISHENCY
Feed angleworms dynamite. Feed fish the
worms. Throw rocks at the fish. Results excellent.
Dive down to bottom. Tell bed-time story.
Fish go to sleep. Grab fish without waking.
Tie mirror on line. Fish see how they look and
laugh themselves to death. Gather in baskets.
Dig ditch, running stream through swamp. Fish
catch rheumatism in damp swaamp. Haul away in
trucks.
Take family along. Feed family on crackers.
Thirsty family drink stream dry, leaving fish.
—Life.
D U
—Witt
Arent you loosing flesh lately?
Yes, I've bought a safety razor.
STARTING RIGHT
A hebrew came home and found his wife with
little Ikey in her arms, singing him to sleep with
a lullaby like this, "By-low, baby; by-low, baby."
The Jew on seeing this was all smile and proudly
said to his wife, "Dat vas right, you teach him to
buy low and I'll teach him to sell high."
—Burr.
D U
His Neighbor: "Why are you wearing so many
coats on such a hot day?"
Pat: "Well, ye see, I'm goin' to paint me barn;
an' it says on the can, 'To obtain the best results
put on at least three coats.' " —Drefred
D u
Pursuer Pursued
Courtship consists of a man running after a
woman until she has caught him.
—Boston Transcript
Johnson's Barber Shop
Next to Ullman's Drug Store
Enoch's Orchestra Furnishes the
Best Music for All Occasions.
HARRY BRICKLES POOL ROOM
CIGARETTES - TOBACCO
And a Fine New Line of Pipes
KOLLEGE KLEANING
KONCERN
S E R V I C E
THE girl who goes tothe average co-edu-cational school must
be formally dressed every
hour of the day—the for-
mality of the campus, the
presence of men every-
where, the parties and teas
of rushing or invitation
season etc., demand for-
mality of her.
This store aims to meet
the demand for college-
type clothes at moder-
ate prices.
NEWARK FASHION
NEWARK, OHIO
T H E F L A M I N G O
Newark's
Leading
Restaurant
OPEN DAY AND NIGHT
Phone 1746 24 N. Park Place
HUNGRY?
See "Patsy"
for that "Empty Feeling"
Phone 8620
Bucher
Engraving Co.
ILLUSTRATIONS
AND
ENGRAVINGS
ART SHOPPE 17 W. CHURCH ST.
NEWARK, OHIO
Greek Maid Elastic Girdles and Corsets
B. & J. Brassieres
by their comfortable lines and durability meet
every requirement of the college girl.
You owe it to yourself to keep your girlish figure.
Let us show you our models
THE GRANVILLE BANK COMPANY
Established 1903
GRANVILLE, OHIO
Surplus $10,000 Capital $50,000
J. S. GRAHAM, President
S. S. DEVENNEY
E. A. SHOOTS, Vice President
Directors and Officers:
E. J. CASE
W. H. KUSSMAUL
C. B. SLACK, Cashier
FRED MILLER
POSTERS PROGRAMS
GRANVILLE TIMES PRESS
COLLEGE PUBLICATIONS
STATIONERY
GRANVILLE, OHIO
ENGRAVING
1 .
6 4 Say it with Flowers
from Ankele's"
IN NOVEMBER — the dawning social season, football
and Thanksgiving take ascendency in floral require-
ments. Whether it be a corsage, bouquet or basket,
let flowers predominate the occasion.
The Ankele Floral Co.
Granville, Thresher St. Arcade, Newark
Phone 8218 Phone 1840
BY TELEGRAPH EVERYWHERE
E M E R S O N
For Service— For Style!
Shirts for Fall
AN EXCEPTIONAL SHOWING OF
SUITS AND OVERCOATS
SWEATERS-ROLL COLLARS, OR WITHOUT COLLARS
SWEATERS-V NECK ROLL COLLARS, OR WITHOUT COLLARS
TRAVELO COATS-KELLER KOATS, KNITTED VESTS
: —_
QUALITY WITHOUT EXTRAVAGANCE
ROE EMERSON
COR. THIRD AND MAIN
NEWARK
